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and pine-needles from the Bohemian pine forest.
Was Radium, the radiant stranger, really in that?
Would she find stars in the dust? Marie was going
to get it out, even if she had to boil down moun-
tains of that dingy dust.
The first ton of sacks was carried into the shed
and the work began, four years' work, the best
and happiest and hardest years of Marie's life.
In a great iron cauldron, she boiled down the
dust, stirring it perpetually with an iron rod
nearly as tall as herself. She stuck to her work all
day long, even eating at the shed so as not to
interrupt her task. She might have been seen any
day, her hair blowing in the wind, her dusty over-
all flecked and tattered with acids, stirring her ill-
tempered mud. She had chosen the man's work
of hard manual labour out of doors, while Pierre
sat at the table indoors trying to discover the pro-
perties of Radium by means of delicate, precise
experiments. Sometimes she worked more than
forty pounds of dust at a time, filling the shed
with great pots of precipitates and liquids. She
carried heavy weights, lifted pots to pour their
contents into others and stirred and stirred the
boiling cauldron.
After an entire day spent at the shed, with such
hard work as that, Marie had her nursery work
at home. She washed Irene and put her to bed
and hoped to be able to go and sit in the study
with Pierre. But Irene thought differently. No
sooner was Marie's back turned, than a little
piteous "Me" came from the nursery . . . "Me!"